HARD   BARGAINING

reinforced by those of his crew, Ba Amr picked up the carpets, folded
them neatly, and.put them aside on a spar.

"Now about these two," and so the argument went on until he had
selected six for which he had named his own figures. We were beginning
to congratulate ourselves on the acquisition of six .very respectable rugs
for one hundred and eighty rupees or thereabouts as Ba 'Amr made
calculations of the total sum.

"Sixty for the first pair," he said.

" Wallahi, I will never sell them for that," broke in the captain. "I paid
sixty-five for them myself in Basra," and so the argument began all over
again.

However, that pair were finally acquired for seventy rupees, and the
six for the sum of about two hundred and ten. The harsh words that had
been flung about, and the sour looks, were now forgotten and we sealed
the bargain over a further cup of coffee. When we got up to climb over
the side into the boat we were fast friends and the captain gave us as we
left a large bag of dates, figs and walnuts. I was very grateful and thanked
him accordingly, but Ba 'Amr did not understand the precept of not looking
a gift horse in the mouth, for he opened the bag and critically examined
the contents.

"Can't you give us any better dates than these?" he asked plaintively,
Holding up a few squashed specimens. The captain looked sheepisji but
despatched one of the small boyS down the hold, from the depths of which
he presently returned with a few pounds of much finer dates, and we set
off for the shore.

As we rowed back I realized that in one afternoon I had witnessed
the tale of much of Zanzibar's history. Since dim antiquity these great
dhows or their prototypes had come on their trading voyages southwards
from the Red Sea, from the Hadhramaut, from Muscat and the Persian
Gulf, and from India, and the men who manned them were sons of those
old sea captains who knew the coast of which the feriplus speaks, men of
Ausan and the other states of ancient Araby. The East is indeed a living
museum, for-what was, is now, and probably will be to the end of the chapter.

*             *             *

What matter in what meek we reached the shore
So we loth reached it?                           ^ 5 BLUNT*

' In 1924, just before I went on leave, Sir Claud Hollis, then Resicfeat at

59